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sticks were handed round. Mrs Nixon examined hers,
and requested that a spoon should be supplied her. At
that moment a telephone bell began to ring violently.
M'Whizzle who, chop sticks in hand, had begun
his task of pick and shovel, and was acquiring masses
of shark-fin hash with almost Chinese rapidity, laid
down his bowl.
" More work," he said, with a laugh*. " They can't
leave me alone!"
He went into the next room, his office it was sur-
mised, shutting the door carefully behind him. Mr
Templeton called attention to his precaution against
being overheard, and said he was a born detective.
His wife agreed, and added that he was one of the
most mysteriously interesting men she had ever met,
a statement which Maud knew embraced a good deal.
" But I will not have any more of his dinners/1 said
Mrs Nixon, firmly.
He was away a long time. The grinding of the
telephone bell told them that he was ringing up some-
one himself.
He came back at last, seated himself unconcernedly,
and finished his portion of shark-fin hash.
" If s a coincidence your being here/' he remarked
to Mr Templeton. "The message concerned you.
But I rang up the Central and got all my men in
motion. So you will not be troubled until to-morrow/'
He clapped his hands for the next course.
"If it is not too inquisitive/' said the merchant,
curiously, "I should like to know how I'm con-
cerned/'
" Apparently one of your horses has been stolen/*